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on account, which means Tm only a month and a half in arrears.
Georgia is a crack secretary, and her salary is adequate to cover
her household expenses. Moreover, I know she receives an occa-
sional check from her father. It burns me that she lacks the pride to
send back those checks. Georgia's father cares nothing for her,
and she knows it but in a queer way she is emotionally dependent
on him. Whenever he brings up the subject of his will—he likes to
dangle the prospect of an inheritance before all his children—Geor-
gia gets morose at the idea he won't be around forever.
My father died when I was a year old. I lived with my grand-
mother. My mother spent most of her time traveling with my step-
father; he was an oil prospector. As a young child I was taught to
believe he was my father, and I would wonder why he was so dif-
ferent from other kids' fathers. Not that my stepfather was cruel or
mean. He just ignored my existence. He didn't ever give me a birth-
day present, a Christmas present, or any other kind of present. Oh
yes, my stepfather did give me a present once. I'd almost forgotten.
He gave me an English bicycle, but it didn't cost him anything. He
won it in a raffle. A favorite sport of my stepfather was to make
fun of my ears because they were a little prominent. He called me
"Sails" and would warn me the day was windy, and I'd better
stay inside. For a long while I glued down my ears every night
with adhesive tape; I wore the skin raw but I didn't improve the
appearance of my ears.
It's a wonder I ranked near the top in school. Nobody in my
family ever encouraged me. But they were mighty quick to find
flaws. One time I brought home a report card that had four A's and
one C. The A's were passed by in silence, but my grandmother
and my mother took plenty of notice of the lone C. Nowadays I try
and remember to praise Albert's achievements. Georgia won't even
go to the PTA meetings at his school That means a lot to a kid.
I know.
Nobody in my family attended PTA meetings. Nobody went to
my school to hear me in a recital or to admire a picture of mine on
exhibit ib the sixth grade we had a play and I was the star, but

